Il6          THE  TALE  OF  BEOWULF

Of what like was the meeting of Grendel and me
On that field of the deed, where he many a deal
For the Victory-Scyldings of sorrow had framed.
And misery for ever; but all that I a wreaked,
So that needeth not boast any kinsman of Grendel
Any one upon earth of that uproar of dawn-dusk,
Nay not who lives longest of that kindred the

loathly

Encompass'd of fenland.   Thither first did I come
Unto that ring-hall Hrothgar to greet;          2010

Soon unto me the great Healfdene's son,
So soon as my heart he was wotting forsooth,
Right against his own son a settle there showed.
All that throng was in joy, nor life-long saw I

ever

Under vault of the heavens amidst any hall-sitters
More mirth  of the  mead.    There the mighty

Queen whiles,

Peace-sib of the folk, went all over the floor,
To the young sons bade heart up ; oft she there

the ring-wreath

Gave unto a man ere to settle she wended.
At  whiles  fore  the   doughty the  daughter  of
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To the earls at the end the ale-bucket bore;
E'en she whom Freawaru the floor-sitters thereat
Heard I to name; where she the nail'd treasure